














Wrong Pitcher 


Not long ago my Pathfinders put on 
a program for their parents and served hot 
chocolate. 

To make pouring easier, I asked a friend 
of mine to lend me two pitchers. 

“Sure,” he said pleasantly, and gave them 
to me. 

“They will be back tomorrow,” I prom- 
ised. 

Next morning, I brought two pitchers to 
the place where my friend works. He 
wasn’t there, and when I saw him later, he 
said, “One of those pitchers you brought is 
wrong. It must belong to someone else.” 

He was very nice about it, but I felt bad. 
I had promised to look after his pitchers 
and see that they got back to him. Obvi- 
ously, I had not done so. “I'll certainly 
search till I find the right one,” I assured 
him. “I'll have it for you tomorrow.” 

But that evening I was busier than I had 
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expected to be and didn’t get a chance to 
search for the pitcher. I hoped I wouldn’t 
see my friend the next day. 

No such good fortune! About noon I had 
to walk right past where he was standing. 
I tried to look the other way so he wouldn’t 
see me, but to no avail. With a friendly 
smile he asked, “Did you find the pitcher?” 

Imagine how I felt saying No! That eve- 
ning I let nothing stop me from looking for 
it. No luck. Next morning I continued the 
search—and found it. 

And where did I go as quickly as I could? 
I went to find my friend, of course. I 
wanted to see him now! 

It made me think of a girl who told me 
some time ago that she had done some- 
thing wrong and asked what she should do 
about it. 

I read her some verses from the Bible and 
said, “Go to your friends and apologize.” 
“Oh,” she said. “I can’t do that.” 
“You'll feel better if you do,” 
“And when you’ve done it, tell me.” 

“Oh, no,” she said. 

I said, “I will know when you have 
made things right whether you tell me or 
not.” 

“Please don’t ask me,” she said. 

“I won’t need to,” I said, “for you will 
come and tell me yourself.” 

“Oh, no, I won’t!” she said. 

During the weeks that followed, I saw 
her several times. Every time she tried to 
avoid me, or looked the other way. I said 
nothing to her, but I knew! 

Then one day she came up to me, her 
face aglow with smiles. “I did it,” she said. 
“Now I’m friendly with those people 
again.” But I had guessed before she opened 
her mouth that she had made things right 
at last. 

How much better we feel when there 
is nothing between us and our friends. How 
much more we love God when there is 
nothing between us and our Saviour. 

The Bible says, “Every one that doeth 
evil hateth the light, neither cometh to the 
light, lest his deeds should be reproved. 
But he that doeth truth cometh to the light, 
that his deeds may be made manifest, that 
they are wrought in God” (John 3:20, 21). 

True, isn’t it? 

Your friend, 


a Wacol 


I said. 
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Janice found new friends when 


the old ones snubbed her 





The Runaway Friends 


By ELLEN E. 


| pene hobbled painfully along, all alone 
in the hurrying stream of students making 
their way to the lunchroom. She had worn 
new shoes to school this morning, and a 
throbbing blister was hurting her heel. But 
the hurting foot was nothing like the pain 
that throbbed in her heart. 

“Why did they run away and leave me?” 
she mumbled, squinting hard to keep back 
the tears. 

Far down the hall, she could see faintly 
the disappearing forms of her three girl 
friends, Lana, Beatrice, and Nell. 

Ever since Janice had moved into their 
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neighborhood during the summer, she had 
been going everywhere with these three girls. 
It was true that she did not always like some 
of the things they said, nor some of the stories 
they whispered and laughed about. They 
always called Janice old-fashioned, because 
she did not join in their talk at these times, 
but she did not mind that. They even teased 
her about taking her schoolwork seriously. 
But still they came to her to copy her arith- 
metic homework, or to ask her to draw sci- 
ence experiments for them. Janice did it to 
keep their friendship, though she thought 
they were cheating. To page 19 


As Janice left the food deck, she saw that 
her friends were crowding together at the 


~~... end of the counter, leaving no room for her. 
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No longer does Ueda love his harmonica more than 


his little brother. But it is too late now! 


THE PRECIOUS GIFT 


By L. E. 


yrs stood before the large plate-glass 
window of the model-airplane shop, 
looking at the models, and the minutes ticked 
by. Suddenly he became aware of the clatter 
of wooden shoes. Glancing up, he saw his 
friend Shigenobu dashing toward him. 

“Hurry, Ueda, we will be late to school,” 
Shigenobu panted. 

School—yes, school. Ueda had forgotten all 
about school. In his imagination he had been 
flying a big power model plane at the end 
of a wire, and all thoughts of school were far 
away. Together the two boys ran. 

Ueda always arrived at school at the last 
possible minute. Not that he didn’t leave 
home early. He always left promptly. But 
as he passed the sporting-goods store, he 
would stop and look longingly at the ball 
equipment, the tennis rackets, the badminton 
rackets, and the roller skates. Next to the 
sporting-goods store was the model-plane 
store. Here he would stop, too, and admire 
the display of planes. Next to the model- 
plane store was a music store where Ueda 
also spent a lot of time. He loved music, and 
he admired the trumpets, the drums, the 
violins, the accordions, and the harmonicas. 

During the school day Ueda studied, but 
not as hard as he should have, because often 
his mind wandered down the street from the 
school to the stores. And though he looked 
intently at his lessons, his mind was on the 
things he loved to look at in the store win- 
dows; and when school was dismissed, he was 
usually the first one out the door. He would, 
hurry down the street and stop by the shop 


SMART 


windows. How he wanted a tennis racket! 
How badly he longed for roller skates! How 
much he desired a musical instrument! Only 
a twelve-year-old boy can know how badly 
Ueda wanted these things, for Ueda was 
twelve years old. But he would soon be 
thirteen. 

“Ah! That’s it!” Ueda thought. “I'll ask 
Papa to give me something from one of the 
store windows for my birthday.” That night 
when Papa came home from work, Ueda ran 
to meet him. 

“Papa, I have a birthday coming soon, you 
know that?” 

“Yes, son, I know you have a birthday com- 
ing in just four weeks,” replied Ueda’s father. 

“You know, Papa,” continued Ueda, “I'd 
like a present from one of the store windows 
down by the school. There is a sporting- 
goods store, and I'd like to have something 
from there to play with. There is a model 
store, and I'd like to have a model plane. 
And there’s a music store, and I’d like to 
have an instrument so I could ” Ueda 
was all out of breath, and so paused. Papa 
laughed. 

“Well, son, you just wait till your birth- 
day, and we will see.” 

The four weeks passed so slowly they 
seemed more like four months to Ueda. On 
the day of his birthday he rushed off toward 
school early, and stood longer before the 
windows, wondering what Papa would buy 
him. 

The school day was the most difficult Ueda 
could remember. He couldn't read correctly, 
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all the mathematics problems came out 
wrong, and when school was over he ran all 
the way home. 

As he came through the gate he called, 
“Mother, Mother, where is Papa?” 

“Why, my son,” smiled Mother, as she 
slid open the door and watched Ueda take 
off his shoes and slip his feet into his house 
slippers, “you know very well that it is only 
three o'clock and your honorable father 
works until five every day.” 

“Oh, yes,” replied Ueda, and he sat down 
right there on the porch and began a vigil 
of looking for Father. The time passed slowly. 
Eventually, Ueda saw Papa coming around 
the corner of the street. Quickly he slipped 
his feet into the strap of his wooden shoes 
and ran to meet his father, but he was dis- 
appointed, for he noticed that Father wasn’t 
carrying a big box or package. In fact, he 
wasn’t carrying even a little package—he 
wasn't carrying anything! Had Father for- 
gotten what day it was? As Ueda neared 
him, his mind was so full of doubts and mis- 
givings that he slowed his pace to a walk. 
He greeted his father, and together they 
came into the house. 

Mamma had a very special supper that 
night, and Yoshio, Ueda’s little brother, and 
Ueda both enjoyed the meal. But Ueda kept 
thinking, “Did Father forget my present?” 































When supper was over, Papa said, “And 
now for the present.” ; 

Ueda’s heart began to pound, and his eyes 
brightened. Perhaps Father had brought the 
present home early when he had been at 
school, and Mother would be bringing in a 
big box. But Mother did not go for anything. 
She stayed in her place. Father reached down 
into his pocket and pulled out a little pack- 
age about six inches long and two inches 
square. For a moment Ueda’s heart almost 
stopped. That little thing couldn’t be a model 
airplane. It couldn’t be a tennis racket. It was 
so small it couldn’t be a trumpet; it couldn't 
be a set of drums; it coulda’t be—— But 
Father was holding the little package out 
toward Ueda, so he reached out his hand, 
trembling with excitement and disappoint- 
ment all mixed together, and took the 
parcel. 

Quickly he removed the string and the 
paper, and opened the little box that was in- 
side. If Ueda had any serious disappoint- 
ment before, now it was gone, for there in 
the box was a shiny harmonica. Ueda had 
always wanted one. 

“Thank you! Thank you, Papa!” he ex- 
claimed, and began to blow vigorously on 
the harmonica. But instead of the wonderful 
music that Ueda always had dreamed he 
To page 16 


Ueda watched as Yoshio ran 
the harmonica along his lips. 
At once he flared into anger. 
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BLACKOUT 
UNDERGROUND 


By LESTER E. HARRIS, JR. 
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H’vE you ever been all alone and lost a 
mile underground in a cave, in total, ab- 
solute darkness? I have. I knew exactly 
where I was and could have walked out of 
the cave in a few minutes if I had had a light. 
But I had no light at all, not even a match. 

In that complete darkness I knew I could 
never get out of the cave, and no one could 
come to rescue me, for no one knew I was 
there, not even my closest friends. This is 

ow it happened. 

I had a contract with a research center to 
supply them with bats. These were to be used 
in their laboratory in experiments that they 
hoped would lead to the discovery of a way 
to prevent polio. My partner and I agreed 
to furnish any number wanted, on forty- 
eight hours’ notice. 

It was our custom to go on collecting 
trips on weekends when we had time out 
from college classes. We would collect a good 
supply of animals, bring them home, and 
store them in the refrigerator in a state of 
artificial hibernation. This system worked 
well until one day when the laboratory sud- 
denly wanted 250 bats within twenty-four 
hours. This was 50 more than we had on 
hand. The lab had to have exactly 250 
animals. My partner had an exam and 
couldn't leave school. I couldn’t find anyone 
to go with me, so I set out alone. 

The closest cave with enough bats of the 
kind required was 250 miles away, right in 
the heart of the Allegheny Mountains of 
Virginia. With fast driving and good col- 
lecting I could get the bats back in time. 

I started at once. It was then eight o'clock 
in the morning. The bats would have to be 
delivered before eight o'clock the following 
morning or the series of costly experiments 
would fail, and we would lose our contract. 

I drove across Washington and down 
through Virginia as fast as the law would 
allow, and in just five hours I was parking 
the car on the roadside near the cave. Quickly 
I unloaded the collecting gear. It usually 


cage, and several lamps—a carbide miner's 
lamp, a strong electric spotlight, and a flash- 
light—it is a rule that whenever a person 
goes into a cave he must have at least two 
lamps with him. I couldn’t find the flash- 
light. I must have forgotten it in the rush to 
leave. The miner's lamp needed cleaning 


e Oars. of a long-handled net, a wire mesh 


badly, so I left it in the car. 
I started up the mountain 
to the cave entrance with 
the net, cage, and just one 
lamp—the spotlight. 

I had been in the cave 
quite a few times previously. Its entrance 
was at the bottom of a shallow sinkhole high 
up on the mountainside. The opening was 
quite small and unimpressive, but the cave 
itself was extensive, with many passageways 
and large rooms. I turned on the light and 
started in. The batteries were old and the 
light was dim. It gave enough light, however, 
to get to the place where most of the bats 
were to be found. There I could put in new 
batteries. I had remembered to buy some at a 
mountain store down the road. 

The passageway I was following was just 
a small tunnel for about a hundred yards, 
then it opened to a high, narrow crevice 
about sixty feet from top to bottom. After 
walking through here quite a way I came to 
a long shelf, sloping steeply down to the left. 
I made my way down this, sliding cautiously 
on the seat of my pants. I dropped over the 
edge into a lower passageway. This led on 
through a series of rooms, each successively 
larger than the last. Finally I came to the 
large room where the bats were hanging. It 
was somewhat dangerous walking here, as 
the floor was crossed and recrossed by many 
crevices twelve to twenty-four inches wide 
and three to six feet deep. 

I set down the net and cage and made 
ready to replace the flashlight batteries. I 
knelt down and put the paper sack of new 
batteries between my knees so I could easily 
find them in the moment of darkness. I 
swung the flashlight in a half circle so that 
the old batteries flew out across the cave. 
Then I put the new ones in and snapped the 
switch. 

Nothing happened. 

I thought I must have put some of the 
batteries in the wrong way, so I took them 
out and reloaded. Again nothing happened. 

I felt goose pimples creep up the middle 
of my back. The light wouldn’t work. I had 
no other light. What should I do? 

I felt panicky, especially when the thought 
struck me that not a soul knew where I was. 
I had left from school and had not told any- 
one which cave I was going to. The darkness 





I threw the old batteries away—and the new ones didn’t work! 
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MOBILE “ME FOLKS, BECAUSE SOMEONE EVEN BIGGER , 
MORAL AND MEANER THAN YOU MAY COME ALONG. 


MoRAL: “DONT BE MEAN TO LITTLE 


Ande Ber 















STEP *1-- CUT 
THREE FISH FROM CARDBOARD; 
ONE 8” LONG, ANOTHER 3% ANDO ONE 


BLACK -- MIDOLE-SIZED ONE, 
LIGHT BLUE -GREEN. 







Sree *2-- 
HANG EACH FISH 
FROM A 6" PIECE OF 


NEEOLE IN VARIOUS LOCATIONS 







RIGHT, PULL THE THREAD 
THROUGH & TIE OR GLUE IN 
PLACE WITH.MODEL CEMENT. 





Step *3-- GLUE THE 
TWO THREADS OF THE 

TWO SMALL FISH TO A 3” 
LENGTH OF SWAB STICK 


B) 
NEAR EDGE, & WHEN BALANCE IS READ (A) TO THE STICK 
WHERE IT WILL BALANCE AND BE 
THE TWO FISH EVENLY, 
AS SHOWN. 


& PAINT Lack 
D 


rA 





Strep #4 -- GLUE 
THREADS (A) AND(C) 
TO AN 8” LENGTH OF 





READ 
€) TO STICK (0) WHERE 
(T WILL MAKE ENTIRE 
MOBILE ASSEMBLY 
BALANCE EVENLY. 
ANO TIE ANOTHER HANG WHERE IT 
CAN BE SEEN EASILY, 

READY TO 
EXPLAIN -- 


THE MORAL / 
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was so intense that it felt like a form-fitting 
mold closing in tight on my body. Perspira- 
tion began to run down my face, though 
the cave temperature was only 58°. 

The passage through which I had come 
had so many turns and was so full of crevices 
that I dared not try to follow it in the dark. 
Indeed, I could not have done so if I had 
wanted to. I didn’t know whether that pas- 
sageway was behind me or in front of me, 
or on one side or the other. Though I knew 
exactly where I was, I was hopelessly lost. 

The darkness was depressing. I thought 
maybe if I sang something I would feel 
better. I started singing. The sound of my 
own voice in that vast stillness was weird 
beyond description. It seemed to mock me 
for disobeying the cardinal rules of cave 
explorers. First, I should not have come 
alone. Second, I should have had another 
lamp of some kind. Third, I should have 
told somebody where I was going. 

I soon realized that if I was ever going 
to get out, I would have to find the eight old 
batteries. I started crawling around feeling 
for them. I found five right away. I put 
these in my jacket pocket and buttoned it. 
They weren't going to get away again. The 
last three I thought must have gone into a 
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crevice. I had little hope of finding them. 
But I had to. 

I climbed down into the first crevice I 
came to on the right—no luck. It was time 
to pray. After asking God to help me, I felt 
better. I crawled to the next crevice and 
carefully slid over the edge. I couldn’t touch 
bottom and there was no way of knowing 
how deep the crack was. I decided just to 
let go and tumble to the bottom, since I 
didn’t remember any hole deeper than about 
ten feet in this area. I hit the bottom with a 
thud and immediately found all three bat- 
teries together. God had answered my prayer. 

My hands shook from nervous exhaustion 
as I reassembled the spotlight. It worked. 
There was light, feeble it is true, but it was 
light. I looked at my watch. My groping in 
total darkness had cost me two hours and 
forty minutes! 

Never before or since has daylight been 
as precious to my sight as it was when I 
crawled out of that cave that day. 

The trip ended successfully, for after 
getting new batteries—and repairing the 
miner’s lamp—I went back into the cave, 
got the bats, returned home, and rushed the 
bats to the lab just in time to meet the 
deadline. 
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There’s plenty of excitement under water. 


In fact, there is 


Never a Dull Moment 


By BILLIE AVIS HOY 


FvER feel sorry for a poor fish? Maybe 
you have the idea that finny creatures 
lead a humdrum existence swimming aim- 
lessely around in a bleak, wet world with 
nothing special to do. 

You are wrong! Being a fish can be 
mighty exciting. 

Imagine going to sleep in a cake of mud 
and three or four years later waking up in a 
strange place with a lot of curious creatures 
staring at you. That has happened to several 
African lungfish. 

When the dry season evaporates the water 
from their ponds they bury themselves in 
the mud. The hot sun bakes the mud till it 
is as hard as brick, not for a couple of months 
—which sounds fatal enough—but for as 
long as four years. During this time the fish 
remains completely inactive, living off its 
muscle tissue, of all things. 

When the rains finally come again, the 
pond fills with water, which softens the mud, 
and the fish is liberated from its prison, 
none the worse for its experience. But some- 
times it wiggles out of its mud pack to find 
itself in a museum or an aquarium. Someone 


had come along, chopped mud out of the 
pond bottom with the fish inside, and shipped 
it to some strange corner of the world where 
it has to spend the rest of its life being 
stared at by curious human beings. How is 
that for adventure? 

But maybe you prefer the weird. If you 
like ghost stories you will be interested in the 
axolotl, a salamander that actually changes 
into a fishlike creature. This strange animal 
lives in Mexico. During the rainy season it 
grows gills, absorbs its feet and legs, and 
swims around like a fish. When the rains are 
over and the hot sun evaporates most of the 
water from the lakes and ponds, the axolotl 
loses its gills, grows four legs, and lives on 
land! 

We humans are used to seeing flower 
gardens of plants, but on the ocean floor 
there are flower gardens of animals. Sea 
anemones look like chrysanthemums or 
dahlias when sitting around with their 
mouths open, waiting patiently for dinner to 
be served by the damselfish. This servant, 
the damselfish, swims around, daring bigger 

To page 18 


Even the dull-looking lungfish that sleeps in mud for years at a time has its share of excitement. 
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A new mission serial that 


will really keep you guessing! 


UNSEEN ENEMY 


By MARJORIE ANDERSON 


CHAPTER 1: THE NEW ARRIVAL 


OMETHING was wrong. Something was 
very wrong in the African girls’ school 

on the hill; but try as I might, I could not 
find out what. 

Usually the day that school opened was a 
happy one. African girls are always glad to 
come to school. But this day had been 
different. 

True, the first arrivals had been happy. 
They were the ones who lived close by and 
did not have to walk more than ten miles or 
so to get there. They had settled down cheer- 
fully to preparing a meal for the ones who 
would arrive later. Ana had fetched a tre- 
mendous bundle of firewood, without a word 
of protest; Mosiara had twice been down to 
the well for water, without even being asked, 
and had brought back a good supply; two of 
the smaller girls were grinding grain with 
a cheerfulness they rarely had for the same 
task at home. Others worked to make sure 
that the classrooms, dormitories, and dining 
room were spotless and shining. Certainly it 
looked as though school was getting off to a 
good start. 

Then, in the middle of the afternoon, 
things had changed. Perhaps it was after 
Kinanga arrived, but I couldn’t be sure about 
that. Kinanga had been in school before, and 
though she had never been in any serious 
trouble, she did have the knack of making 
mountains out of molehills. There she was 
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now, greeting Getega, who had just ar- 
rived. Everyone liked Getega. Always cheer- 
ful, she was the friend of all. She always did 
her share of the work without complaint and 
was the champion of the smaller girls. 

“Greetings, Kinanga,” she called. “We're 
ready for some more good times, aren’t we?” 

I couldn’t hear what Kinanga answered. 
But whatever it was, Getega looked serious 
for a moment; then she shrugged her 
shoulders and went to drop off her bundle 
at the dormitory. Kinanga then made her way 
to a little group clustered around the fire, 
ready to make supper. They were singing 
cheerfully. After all, hadn’t they bagged the 
best job of all for themselves? 

“You arrived early, Kinanga,” 
“Were you chased by a jackal?” 

The others laughed, but Kinanga did not 
return their banter. 

Again I could not hear what she said, but 
it threw a damper over the girls’ high spirits. 
It was a subdued group of cooks that finished 
preparing the supper. 

Soon it became obvious that a strange un- 
easiness lay over the whole compound, but I 
couldn’t find out what was causing it. 

First I asked Getega, who could usually 
be counted on for a sensible reply. 

“Why does everyone look so troubled?” I 
queried. “Aren't the girls happy to be back 
in school?” 





called one. | 


























Getega avoided my eyes. Shrugging her 
shoulders, she said, “Have they not all come 
a great distance? Maybe they are too tired 
for fun.” It was a poor answer at best, for I 
never remembered any previous occasion 
when the girls had been too tired for mis- 
chief. 

Then I asked one of the younger girls if 
anything was wrong, but she seemed too 
frightened to answer at all. Obviously, ques- 
tions were accomplishing nothing. I would 
have to watch and listen. 

: * Before I had time to find out anything 

the sun dropped beneath the horizon, and 
it was time for supper. Surely over a good 
meal my pupils would relax and enjoy them- 
selves. 

I opened the door of the dining room. 
Immediately what little chatter there had 
been, stopped. Ignoring the dead silence, I 
surveyed the room. Everything looked just 
, as it should at suppertime. The lamps had 
been lighted and threw their usual eerie 
shadows on the walls; dishes of food steamed 














on the trestle tables; an appetizing odor 
filled the air. Each girl seemed to be in her 
usual place, but they all looked down at the 
table and no one would meet my eye. What 
had happened to the usual spontaneous 
gaiety? What was wrong? 

“Has everyone arrived?” I asked, more to 
break the silence than anything else. There 
was no answer, so I started counting heads. 
One, two, three, four, . . . twenty-one, twenty- 
two, twenty-three, twenty-four. Twenty-four. 
Why, where was twenty-five? One of the 
girls must not have come in yet. 

“Who is it that hasn't arrived yet?” I 
asked, using as matter-of-fact a voice as I 
could. 

There was a brief moment of silence. Then 
Getega answered, “We think that Usbera 
is not here yet.” 

Usbera? Of course. She was the missing 
number, and that was only natural since she 
would have to walk almost forty miles. 

“Usbera has not been in our school before,” 

. To page 19 
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Why was it that when Usbera appeared in the doorway all the girls gasped and looked frightened? 
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Pastor Paulo saw that he would have to be the first 


In a moment the jaguar would spring. 


FACE TO FA 


(OME by around three o'clock this after- 
noon, Isaac, and we'll go together to visit 
that family that lives in the east jungle. O.K.? 
But eat a good dinner and rest awhile first. 
The sun’s beating down hard today.” Pastor 
Paulo Seidl, missionary on the Luminar med- 
ical launch, was giving instructions to his 
good helper, Isaac Fonseca, who had been his 
faithful stand-by for years. 

Together Pastor Paulo and Isaac had ex- 
plored every navigable mile of the San Fran- 


Slowly the animal crouched into springing position. 
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e the first one to act. 


FACE WITH A JAGUAR 


cisco River in eastern Brazil, and had pen- 
etrated the dense woods beyond its banks. 
In nine years more than 45,000 cases 
of tropical sickness had been treated from 
the deck of the Laminar. There were times, 
however, when it became necessary to leave 
the ship and make missionary ventures into 
the jungles. One of the most urgent needs 
was now to be tackled. 

“I’m glad you remembered your faithful 
old shotgun, Isaac,” Pastor Paulo said as 
Isaac showed up punctually at three o'clock. 
“Tl carry mine along, too, just in case,” he 
continued as a broad smile broke over his 
tanned and weathered face. 

Experience had taught both men that it 
was good always to be prepared for emer- 
gencies. With two loaded shotguns they could 
cross jungles without that uneasy feeling 
that comes to the unprepared. 

“Start on ahead, Isaac,” said Pastor Paulo. 
“Tl catch up with you before you enter the 
jungle, because I can ride my bicycle that 
far. There’s something I must finish repairing 
here on the launch before I start. I'll catch 
up with you soon.” 

Gun strapped to his shoulder, Pastor Paulo 
was soon riding through the tall elephant 
grass that stretched for a mile to the heavy 
woods. Always looking for shortcuts, he 
tried a new path that he was certain would 
lead to the general area where Isaac would 
be waiting for him. As he had expected, 
Isaac was resting beneath a large sycamore 
tree less than a hundred feet from where the 
new trail ended. Hiding the bicycle in the 
bushes, the two men entered the woods. 

Isaac, being smaller and quite thin, kept 
up a steady pace without showing signs of 
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weariness. But Pastor Paulo, two hundred 
pounds of sturdy flesh, was soon perspiring 
freely. “O that this trail were smoother!” he 
gasped. “Let’s take time out for a rest.” 

“These woods are steamy and stuffy all 
right,” Isaac agreed. “But another thirty 
minutes and we should be there, if I’m not 
mistaken. It’s mostly down grade from here.” 

“I know, but that means upgrade on the 
way back!” Pastor Paulo joked, breathing 
noisily. 

“But ‘there's always a bright side, you 
keep telling me. A cool breeze always comes 
about sunset. And that’s about the time we 
should be returning,” Isaac responded 
optimistically. 

On their way again, they discussed plans 
for the next trip down the river with the 
Luminar. Many preparations had to be made 
before starting a trip that could well take 
longer than a month. Supplies for the launch, 
medicines of every kind—there were so 
many things to remember. 

“There’s the little shack over there,” Isaac 
exclaimed, pointing to a humble log dwelling 
in the nearby clearing. “I was right! Just 
thirty minutes from where we rested!” 

Friendly visitors were always welcome, 
and especially Pastor Paulo and Isaac. Every- 
one knew them, either personally or by 
stories told by dwellers living along a five- 
hundred-mile strip of land bordering on the 
San Francisco River. 

Time passed unnoticed. Darkness settled 
over the jungles, and Pastor Paulo suddenly 
realized that they should have been home- 
ward bound earlier. 

“Don’t go tonight!” the family pleaded. 
“Stay with us and start early in the morning.” 
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“Thank you, but we must get back to- 
night,” Pastor Paulo responded. “Tomorrow 
is a busy day. And, too, my family would be 
worried about us, for we said we would 
return tonight.” 











Picture in the Mirror 
By BESSIE J. KELSO 


I looked in the mirror: 
And what did | see? 
A wrinkled old woman 
Looking at me! 


My grandson passed by, 
And he, looking in, 

Saw a loving old grandma, 
And a boy with a grin. 


A smile on each face 

Made a picture complete; 
And made us both happy 
From our heads to our feet. 








Leaving some medicines for the children 
and asking God’s blessing on the home and 
lives of the family, Pastor Paulo and Isaac 
set out into the jungle darkness. A strong 
flashlight illuminated the path, and all went 
well until they reached the elephant grass 
at the end of the jungle. 

“Isaac, I’m sure I left my bicycle near here,” 
Pastor Paulo reasoned. “But I can’t find it!” 

“Oh, I’m sure no one has stolen it, but 
where could it be?” said Isaac. 

At night everything looked alike. Neither 
Pastor Paulo nor Isaac realized that they had 
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come out of the woods in a different place 
from where they had entered in the after- 
noon. More than two hours they spent tramp- 
ing along the numerous trails through the 
grass, but there was no bicycle to be found. 

“How ridiculous of me!” Pastor Paulo 
finally shouted. “I know where we are now! 
There’s the home of the Silvas over there.” 

“They're still up. The oil lamp’s burning, 
so let’s get a drink of water. O.K.?” suggested 
Isaac. 

“And rest a few minutes,” continued Pastor 
Paulo. 

The Silvas were good friends and always 
hospitable, so while resting weary legs on a 
crude log bench, the missionaries told them 
all about their visit in the woods and the 
loss of the bike. 

“Look, Isaac, from here I know exactly 
where I put my bike,” Pastor Paulo said at 
last. “You carry this heavy old gun and go 
home and I'll run back to get the bicycle— 
or is it asking too much of you to carry two 
guns?” 

“Of course not. I'll walk slowly. You can 
make so much better time if you're not 
weighted down with that piece of iron,” 
Isaac agreed. 

Pastor Paulo, flashlight in hand, walked 
rapidly and confidently toward his hidden 
bicycle, until a rustle in the dry grass made 
him aware that someone or something was 
following close behind. 

“What do I do now?” he asked himself 
quickly, slowing his pace. Natural instinct 
caused him to whirl on his heels and shine 
his flashlight on whatever visitor might be 
around. Two huge eyes reflected from a giant 
jaguar less than six feet away! 

With all the nervous energy he could 
muster, Pastor Paulo steadied his beam on 
the eyes. Seconds passed, even minutes. 
Neither man nor beast made the slightest 
move. For fully five minutes the challengers 
stared at each other in the midnight gloom. 

“I’m Your servant, Lord,” Pastor Paulo 
prayed silently. “Lead me now if I can still 
serve You.” Without a gun he would have 
no chance whatsoever of winning in a strug- 
gle with such a fierce and powerful beast. 
And Pastor Paulo saw that the attack was 
coming. Slowly the huge animal was crouch- 
ing down into springing position. Its mouth 
was open, revealing large, needle-pointed 
teeth. 

Pastor Paulo now saw that he must be the 

To page 19 
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Trick Worth Repeating 


By FLORENCE E. FRY 


j° ANN and John weren't having any luck 
with their April Fool tricks. They hadn't 
caught a single person off guard. Everyone 
seemed to be remembering that it was April 
Fool's Day. 

“We could have more fun on March first,” 
grumbled John. 

“Yes, or any other first,’ complained Jo 
Ann. 

The children pedaled slowly homeward 
on their tricycle. No one was on the street 
except an old man who lived in their block. 
He was carrying a heavy basket of groceries, 
and could hardly get along even with the aid 
of his cane. 

Mr. Jackson set the basket down beside 
John and Jo Ann and said, “My, but it’s hot 
for so early in the year, and I have to go back, 
because I forgot something my wife wanted. 
Will you watch the groceries for me? The 
basket is so heavy. I'll be back soon.” 

Jo Ann and John felt sorry, and would 
have offered to do the errand for him, but 
they were not allowed to cross the street. 
So they answered, “We will be glad to watch 
your basket for you, Mr. Jackson.” 

The old man turned about and went down 
the street, his cane clicking on the sidewalk 
at every step. 

“Now we can’t even ¢ry to fool anyone,” 
Jo Ann said. “We promised to stay right 
here.” 

“I know what we can do,” cried John. 
“We can fool old Mr. Jackson. I'll get my 
wagon, and we'll haul away his basket of 
groceries.” 


After fooling Mr. Jackson, John and Jo Ann 
climbed on their tricycle and rode clear 
around the block without stopping even once. 


Jo Ann looked surprised. She thought, 
“We can’t do anything really mean.” 

John got the wagon and loaded the grocer- 
ies into it. Then he pulled the wagon, and 
Jo Ann followed along behind. When John 
turned in at a white house she exclaimed, 
“Why, this is Mr. Jackson’s home.” 

John rang the bell, and a surprised old 
lady took the basket that he handed to her. 
The boy explained, “Mr. Jackson had to go 
back, so we brought his basket home for 
him.” . 

“Thank you so much,” said Mrs. Jackson. 
“I'm glad my husband didn’t have to carry 
this heavy basket on such a warm day.” 

The children began to run. They wanted 
























to reach home before the old gentleman 
could return. He soon appeared. He looked 
at the children unbelievingly. “Where is my 
basket?” he questioned. “You promised to 
keep it for me. Did you let someone take it 
away?” 

“Yes, we did,” said Jo Ann soberly. 

The poor old man seemed quite dazed by 
this knowledge. 

“April Fool!” cried the children together. 
“We took it home for you.” 

Now Mr. Jackson smiled, looking very 
pleased. “This is the best April Fool joke 
ever played on me,” he said, as he turned 
happily toward home. 

“This is the best joke we ever played on 
anybody,” said Jo Ann. 

“Let’s do it again next year,” agreed John. 
“It’s worth repeating.” And they climbed 
on the tricycle and rode clear around the 
block without stopping. 





The Precious Gift 
From page 5 


could make, the harmonica just made a noise. 

Every day after that, Ueda came directly 
home from school, so he could practice. And 
in a very short time he could play his har- 
monica beautifully. He took very good care 
of it. He polished it carefully, and after 
playing, he faithfully put it in its box and 
stored the box in his carved wooden chest. 

Little Yoshio loved to look at the har- 
monica. He repeatedly asked Ueda to let 
him blow it, but Ueda always refused. In 
fact, he wouldn’t even let little Yoshio take 
the harmonica in his hands. 

“After all, you might drop it and break 
it,” he told Yoshio. 

“But please, Ueda, I'll be so careful. Just 
let me hold it one little minute,” Yoshio 
begged. 

“No, not even one little minute. I don’t 
want you ever to put your finger on it. I'll 
never let you blow it, so you might as well 
stop asking,” Ueda declared selfishly and 
emphatically. 

The weeks rolled by, and one night when 
Ueda came home from school he found that 
Yoshio had come home early from school, 
and that he was lying on his stomach, sick. 
The doctor came, but Yoshio wasn’t better 
the next day, or the next. In fact, Yoshio was 
ill for about two weeks, and then 
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Ueda came home as usual from school and 
went directly to his room to get his harmon- 
ica. It was gone! That morning he had played 
longer than usual and hadn't taken time to 
put it away, but had left it on the top of his 
carved chest. 

Quickly he rushed to his mother. “Mother, 
Mother, a thief has been in the house,” he 
exclaimed. 

“Nonsense, Ueda. I've been here all day. 
No one has been in the house except the 
doctor who came to see little Yoshio.” 

“But, Mother, there must have been a 
thief in the house. My—my—harmonica is 
gone.” The tears began to well up in his eyes 
even though he was thirteen. 

“Now, son, you just look around the house. 
I'm sure it has just been mislaid.” 

Ueda began to search the house, and as he 
passed by the door of Yoshio’s room he 
glanced inside. There sat little Yoshio, his 
eyes shining, looking the happiest and best 
Ueda had seen him look in weeks. Wonder- 
ingly, Ueda continued to stare at his little 
brother. Yoshio was caressing something in 
his hand. What could he have in his hand 
that was making him so happy? Then Ueda’s 
heart froze inside him. Yoshio carefully 
lifted the thing he had in his hand to his 
lips. It was Ueda’s harmonica. Yoshio didn’t 
make a sound on the harmonica, but ran his 
lips quietly up and down it, pretending to 
make music. Angrily, Ueda opened the door 
wide, rushed into the room, and snatched the 
harmonica. 

“You bad, bad boy!” he screamed. “You 
took my harmonica, you bad fellow. I'd like 
to——” But he got no further. Mother came 
hurrying into the room, and Yoshio began 
to cry. 

Taking his precious harmonica, Ueda ran 
out of the room. In his own room he polished 
it and wiped it all over with disinfectant, 
then put it in its box. He didn’t play it that 
day, nor on the days that followed. Somehow 
he no longer enjoyed playing it very much. 

Shortly thereafter Ueda came home from 
school and found the house in mourning. 
Yoshio had died. At the funeral in the church, 
many friends gathered with the family, and 
as the service closed, the people marched 
slowly by Yoshio’s casket to see him for the 
last time on this earth. 

Soon it came time for the family to take 
a last look at Yoshio. Ueda quietly walked 
down the aisle after his father and mother. 

To page 18 
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He Found New Methods 


to Save Lives! 


By KATHERINE BEVIS 


A MAN stood in the quiet shadows of the 
descending night, silent and motionless, 
gazing out a window that formed a rectangle 
of pale light in the gloom. He was a surgeon, 
and he had just lost another patient. Yet he 
was sure the operation had been successful. 

Finally, as if breaking the chains that 
bound him, he stirred, and his hands grasped 
the window frames. “I can’t understand it,” 
he exclaimed—though there was no one to 
hear him. “I cannot understand it!” This 
wasn’t the first time it had happened. His 
mind went back over a large number of 
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patients who had died after what was, to all 
appearances, successful surgery. 

It seemed that an hour or more passed as 
he stood there, washed over by dark waves 
of helplessness. 

The surgeon, Dr. Joseph Lister, was born 
in England in 1827. His parents were Quak- 
ers, and he had attended University College 
Hospital, London. While attending this col- 
lege, he had acted as assistant to the famous 
surgeon Dr. James Syme. Later, he married 
Dr. Syme’s daughter. 

In 1864, at the very time when Dr. Lister 


Spraying the patient. One of Dr. Lister’s most famous new methods for saving lives was to spray 
hospital rooms and patients with disinfectant. The idea caught on, and for several years hospitals 
all over Europe used the spray. Then even better methods were worked out, and spraying was stopped. 
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was trying to find out why his patients were 
dying, Louis Pasteur published his theory 
that infection of wounds and injuries was 
due to germs. 

Lister seized on the idea. It might be the 
key to his problem. 

It was the belief of the scientists and doc- 
tors of that day, that germs existed in the air 
and not on the body. Because of this mistaken 
belief, patients, after submitting to successful 
surgery, were dying like flies. 

Lister took charge of one of the wards in 
a leading hospital, a British institution where 
most of the patients were dying with gan- 
grene and septicemia, and began at once to 
handle the cases in his own way. He de- 
manded that his assistants wash their hands 
constantly, and that all surgical instruments 
be sterilized before he used them. It was the 
answer to the problem! His patients no 
longer died from mysterious causes. They 
got well instead, and went home to live long 
and useful lives. 

Joseph Lister found new methods of stitch- 
ing wounds after an operation, and he also 
proved that the silk thread the surgeons were 
using caused poisons to be taken into the 
wounds. Experimenting with catgut, he 
found it could be absorbed by the body tis- 
sues without danger. 

In recognition of Dr. Lister’s great work 
in the prevention of infection in wounds 
and injuries, Queen Victoria elevated him to 
the rank and title of Baronet in 1883. In 1891 
the British Institute of Preventive Medicine 
was founded, and later its name was changed 
to the Lister Institute of Preventive Medicine, 
in his honor. 

Dr. Lister died in 1912, at the age of 85, 
having spent the last nine years of his life 
in a wheel chair. 


The Precious Gift 
From page 16 


Solemnly he stood by the casket and looked 
at the still face of his little brother. Then he 
put his hand into his pocket and took some- 
thing out. It was a small box that he care- 
fully tucked inside the casket beside his little 
brother’s still, cold form. Tears streamed 
down his face as he looked at little Yoshio 
and, bowing his head, he prayed, “Dear Jesus, 
I’m sorry I was so selfish and unkind to my 
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brother. It is too late for him to forgive me, 
but I want You to forgive me. My dear har- 
monica led me to be selfish. I want all my 
selfishness to be buried with Yoshio. For- 
give me, and help me to be kind like Jesus. 
Amen.” 

Then Ueda joined his parents, and they 
left the church. 


Never a Dull Moment 
From page 9 


fish to eat it. As soon as one takes up the dare, 
the damselfish races straight for the animal 
flower garden. The beautiful, innocent-look- 
ing anemones tremble with excitment. As 
soon as the larger fish gets close, a harmless- 
looking “petal” reaches out, touches the fish, 
and paralyzes it! Then in a shake of an 
anemone’s tentacle the fish disappears into 
the animal’s stomach, the flowerlike cup 
closes, crushing the victim. The damselfish 
comes back to share the spoils. And thus 
ends a briny gangster story. 

You would be a real champion if you could 
hit the bull’s eye 999 times out of 1,000. I’m 
not sure what the archer fish’s average is. 
Maybe even better than that. He comes 
equipped with a built-in gun, which is ac- 
tually a water pistol, only more deadly. This 
six-inch member of the finny tribe lives on 
flying insects, which it shoots with drops of 
water. Swimming near the surface of a 
Stream, it spies an insect, gathers the nec- 
essary ammunition in its mouth, and fires a 
water bullet at the prey. Only rarely does the 
shot miss. You can’t find a better hunting 
story than that anywhere! Besides these fish 
that trap and shoot, there are others that use 
clever defensive measures. 

The butterfly fish must have been told it 
has fake eyespots painted on its tail, for it 
gets a lot of fun out of swimming backward, 
pretending its face is on the other end. It 
finds this a good method to use when it needs 
to fool an enemy. It can keep a lookout for 
someone trying to sneak up on it from the 
rear. When this happens it changes gears, 
rushes past the surprised pursuer, and dis- 
appears before the enemy can flip a fin. 
How is that for strategy? 

Yes, for real adventure and excitement, 
get acquainted with water creatures. There's 
never a dull moment under water. 


—_— 


OREO VES IRL RE ES RETRO 


* LONE TT os ERT ERS oe 

















Face to Face With a Jaguar 
From page 14 


first to act. How? A thought came. Perhaps? 

Filling his lungs with air, he let out the 
loudest shout he could produce. Confused 
and frightened, the jaguar leaped—but for- 
tunately its spring was away from Pastor 
Paulo and into the tall grass. 

Pastor Paulo wanted to keep on the offen- 
sive, and he followed the beast’s gigantic 
leaps with the beam of his flashlight until 
the jaguar disappeared in a distant thicket. 

He was now but a few feet from his bi- 
cycle. He grabbed it quickly and raced as fast 
as possible back to the Silvas’ little shack, 
where he rested long enough to tell his story 
and gather courage for the last, mile-long 
dash back to the launch. 

“I've had some chilling experiences,” 
Pastor Paulo said in telling the story when 
he got home, “but that was one of the. worst.” 

“But, Daddy,” eight-year-old Hamilton 
spoke up, “we were praying for you when 
you didn’t get home earlier. I think God 
sent an angel to take care of you.” 

“So do I,” said Pastor Paulo. 

And so do I. 





Unseen Enemy 
From page 11 


I said, “so she will be new to many of you. 
She will have come a long way, so see that 
she is well looked after when she gets here.” 

But while one or two of the girls nodded, 
no doubt because they felt that some sort of 
reply was expected, there was none of the 
enthusiasm usually shown over the expected 
arrival of a newcomer. Was I imagining it, 
or did I really see Kinanga give the next 
girl a violent nudge at the mention of 
Usbera’s name? Kinanga was just the one 
to make trouble if she didn’t like someone, 
but surely the others had enough common 
sense not to take Kinanga seriously. 

Just then there was a movement behind 
me, and all eyes turned to the door. It was 
opening slowly. While the girls stared in 
fascination, I forced myself to take hold of 
the knob and fling the door wide open. Then 
I almost laughed with relief. There stood 
Usbera, tired and dusty after her long walk. 
She gave me a funny little smile, but the 
look she turned on the girls was oddly plead- 
ing. 


There was a gasp, quickly smothered, in 
the ranks of her schoolmates, and some- 
where a jackal howled mournfully. 

But before I could speak to welcome and 
reassure the newcomer, the lights, caught 
by an unexpected breeze, flickered and went 
out. 

(To be continued) 





The Runaway Friends 
From page 3 


“Maybe they just ran ahead to get a place 
in line, and will keep me a seat beside them,” 
she said to herself as she neared the lunch- 
room. But as she left the food deck, she saw 
the three girls were squeezing together in the 
last three seats at the end of a counter, care- 
fully avoiding even one glance in her direc- 
tion. 

She finally got her tray and hobbled out of 
the line, looking for a seat. 

“Here’s a place, Janice,” someone called 
to her. 

She looked around to see the smiling face 
of Wanda, one of the quietest girls in the 
class. 

“Thanks a lot, Wanda,” Janice exclaimed. 
“I thought I wasn’t going to find anywhere 
to sit!” She put down her tray and settled 
into the seat next to Wanda. 

“Let's save the empty seat next to you for 
Nora,” Wanda suggested. “She had to take 
a book to the library before she could come 
to lunch.” 

“Sure, I'll help you save it,” Janice agreed 
readily, thinking unhappily of the three 
friends who had not saved a seat for her. 

“You usually come to lunch with Nell and 
Beatrice and Lana, don’t you?” Wanda asked. 

“Yes, I usually do,” Janice answered, drop- 
ping her eyes to hide the hurt. “But I have a 
blister on my heel and couldn’t keep up with 
them today.” 

Wanda tactfully avoided asking any more 
questions, and Janice was grateful. Nora 
breathlessly joined them a few minutes later, 
and after lunch the three left the room 
together. 

Nora and Wanda thoughtfully slowed 
their steps for the hobbling Janice. “Have 
you been to the office for a band-aid for 
your heel?” Nora asked sympathetically. 

“No, I haven't. Do you think it would 
help?” To page 22 
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I—Abel, Who Led the 
Martyr Band 


(APRIL 5) 


Memory VERSE: “By faith Abel offered unto 
God a more excellent sacrifice than Cain, by 
which he obtained witness that he was right- 
eous” (Hebrews 11:4). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Go over the memory verse several times, pon- 
dering its meaning. Read the story of Abel, in 
Genesis 4:2-12. 

SUNDAY 


Earth's First Children 


Open your Bible to Genesis 4. 

Can you imagine how Adam and Eve must 
have felt when they were turned out of their 
beautiful home in Eden, when they saw the work 
of the enemy in the fading of the flowers, in the 
falling of the leaves, and in the changes that 
were coming about in innumerable ways because 
the earth was now Satan’s domain? Then one 
day something wonderful happened to Adam and 
Eve—a baby boy was born to them! Eve must 
have asked herself, “Is this the child of whom 
God spoke—the One who will deal a mortal blow 
to Satan?” How her hope must have soared. 
Look in verse 1 and find the name of her first 
child. 

What sunshine little Cain must have brought 
into their home! And then when a second boy 
arrived to be a companion to him, their cup of 
joy must have seemed to overflow. Look in verse 
2, first part, and find the name of their second 
son. 

We don’t know whether they looked alike 
when they were young, but like most brothers 
they grew up with different characteristics and 
abilities. You can read in verse 2 what occupa- 
tion each chose. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 71; par. 1. 

Tuink! Are you fulfilling the hopes your par- 
ents have for you? 

Pray to grow up to please God and be an 
honor to your parents. 
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MONDAY 
The Brothers Bring Their Offerings 


Open your Bible to Genesis 4. 

Over and over again in the family circle Cain 
and Abel listened as Adam told them stories— 
stories of the earth in its first purity and beauty, 
stories of the coming of the serpent to the gar- 
den; the sad story of how Eve yielded to his 
subtle temptations, how Adam turned from 
obedience to disobedience; the story of how God 
had spoken to them and shown them the terrible 
consequences of their disobedience; the story of 
how they were sent from the lovely garden to 
work under more difficult conditions. Over and 
over Adam must have told his sons that obedi- 
ence to God was the only way to peace and hap- 
piness. Adam told them that someday One was to 
be born who would shed His blood for their sins. 
He told them that in order to show faith in this 
coming One, they were required to kill a lamb 
with their own hands and offer it as a sacrifice 
to God. 

Abel listened to these stories with awe and 
wonder at God’s love, but Cain did not accept 
them as Abel did. 

The time came when they were grown 
men, able to make their own offerings to 
God. Read verses 3 and 4, first half, and see what 
the two young men brought as offerings. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 71, par. 2. 

THINK! How do you listen in family worship, in 
church and Sabbath school, and in church school? 

Pray to be a ready, willing listener, eager to 
obey the truths you hear. 


TUESDAY 


The Offering That Could Not Be Accepted 


Open your Bible to Genesis 4. 

Both sons acknowledged God. Cain desired to 
bring an offering to God, but he chose to do it 
in the way he thought best. Abel, too, desired to 























bring an offering to God, but he made the offer- 
ing according to the instructions given by God. 
Look in verse 4, second half, and see how the 
Lord regarded the offering of a lamb brought by 
Abel. 


By his strict obedience, Abel showed that 
He revered God, had faith in His way, and under- 
stood the plan of salvation. 

But what happened when Cain offered the 
beautiful fruits and vegetables that he had cul- 
tivated? Look in verse 5, first half, and see how 
God regarded this offering. 

“Cain came before God with murmuring and 
infidelity in his heart in regard to the promised 

acrifice and the necessity of the sacrificial offer- 

@: His gift expressed no penitence for sin. He 
felt, as many now feel, that it would be an ac- 
knowledgment of weakness to follow the exact 
plan marked out by God, of trusting his salvation 
wholly to the atonement of the promised Saviour. 
He chose the course of self-dependence. He would 
come in his own merits. He would not bring the 
lamb, and mingle its blood with his offering, but 
would present his fruits, the products of his 
labor. He presented his offering as a favor done 
to God, through which he expected to secure the 
divine approval. Cain obeyed in building an altar, 
obeyed in bringing a sacrifice; but he rendered 
only a partial obedience. The essential part, the 
recognition of the need of a Redeemer, was left 
out.”—Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 72. 

It was the blood of a lamb that he needed to 
present in order to show his acceptance of the 
blood of the promised One. 

These two sons and their sacrifices show us 
the two classes in the world—those who unhesi- 
tatingly worship God in the way He tells them 
to, believing every word, and those who only 
partially do what God says in His holy Word, 
substituting what they think is right and appro- 
priate for what God says. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 72, pars. 2-4. 

TuHink! Are you obeying fully all God’s re- 
quirements? 

Pray to do as God requires, gratefully accept- 
ing His sacrifice for your sins. 


WEDNESDAY 
Abel Tries to Persuade His Brother 
Open your Bible to Genesis 4. 
When Cain saw that God had accepted Abel’s 
sacrifice and not his own, he was angry. “Cain 


was very wroth, and his countenance fell,’ the 
Bible tells us. 


As Adam and Eve wept over their dead son, 
they realized what a terrible thing sin is. 


REVIEW PICTURES 
WM. BOUGUEREAU, ARTIST 

















He should have been angry with himself for 
not completely obeying, and for not showing 
reverence toward God or an understanding of 
the plan of salvation. Read what God asked Cain, 
in verse 

“When Abel’s offering was accepted of God, 
the holy fire consuming the sacrifice, Cain’s an- 
ger was exceedingly great. The Lord conde- 
scended to explain matters to him; but he 
would not be reconciled to God, and he hated 
Abel because God showed him favor.”—Testi- 
monies to Ministers, p. 78. 

Abel put himself on the side of God and united 
with Him in his efforts to reason and plead with 
Cain. We do not know how long the brothers 
talked, Abel eager and anxious for the salvation 
of his brother, Cain becoming more and more 
rebellious; but at last, out in the fields, the test- 
ing period came to an end. Read about it, in 
verse 8. 

So died earth’s first martyr-Christian—a wit- 
ness to the power of Christ’s blood. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
Pp. 74; Dp. TT, par. 1. 

THINK how far anger and stubborn disobedi- 
ence can lead. 

Pray to be willing to speak for the right what- 
ever the cost may be. 


THURSDAY 
The Result of Cain’s Rebellion 


Open your Bible to Genesis 4. 

God did not require Cain to answer with his 
own life for the murder of his righteous brother. 
You can read in verses 9 to 12 how He dealt 
with him. 

God spared his life to show the whole universe 
what would happen if He had not made the de- 
cree that man should die. If evil men went on 
living, they would get deeper and deeper into 
sin. It is in God’s mercy that He allows death 
to come upon man. 

Cain’s was the life of sorrow and hardship; 
Abel’s was the death in victory and glory, for 
he had become the leader in that glorious band 
of those who have been persecuted and who 
have died that Christ might be exalted. 

John the Baptist, Stephen, John, and others 
followed in his steps, ready and willing to yield 
up their lives as witnesses that God’s way is the 
right way, the only way, to life everlasting. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 78. 

Tuink! Is it better to live a short life for 
on or a long life enjoying the “pleasures of 
sin’? 





Pray for Jesus to keep your feet on the way 
that leads to life. 


FRIDAY 


Review the memory verse. 

Review the lesson by answering these ten 
questions: 

1. What was the occupation of Abel, Adam 
and Eve’s younger son? (Gen. 4:2.) 

2. What was his brother Cain’s occupation? 
(Gen. 4:2.) 

3. What did Cain bring as an offering to God? 
(Gen. 4:3.) 

4. What did Abel bring? (Gen. 4:4.) 

5. How was Abel’s offering accepted? (Gen. 
4:4.) 

6. How was Cain’s offering received? (Gen. 


7. When Cain’s offering was not accepted by 
God, how did he react? (Gen. 4:5.) 

8. Who tried to reason with Cain? (Gen. 
4:6-8.) 

9. How did this attempt to reason with Cain 
end? (Gen. 4:8.) 

10. To what did Abel’s obedience bear wit- 
ness? (Memory verse.) 





The Runaway Friends 
From page 19 


“Sure,” Wanda said. “You go and get one, 
and we'll wait for you on the steps.” 

“Wait for me!” Janice mused bitterly. 
“Will they? Or will they run away, too?” She 
returned presently, her heel feeling much 
better, and sure enough, her two new friends 
were waiting patiently for her to return. 

Lana, Beatrice, and Nell avoided Janice 
all afternoon. During the days that followed, 
the hurt in Janice’s heart grew less painful. 
Meanwhile, her friendship with Wanda and 
Nora was growing into something warm and 
beautiful. She found that they both liked 
schoolwork as much as she did, and in many 
ways they talked and acted the way Janice 
did. 

Not many days later, Wanda said, “Janice, 
Nora and I get together sometimes in the 
afternoon to do our homework. She’s coming 
to my house today. Could you come, too?” 

“I'd like to, very much!” Janice answered 
warmly. 

“Then we'll meet you after the last bell 
rings, at the front door,” Wanda said as they 
hurried into class and found their seats. 


Lana, Beatrice, and Nell had been acting 
friendly again, Janice noticed. As she found 
her seat, she saw that they were smiling at 
her. She returned their smile. Perhaps they 
were sorry for the way they had acted, and 
Janice did not want to carry a grudge. 

Nell was busy writing a note, and pres- 
ently passed it to Janice. Janice unfolded 
it and read: “We're going skating this after- 
noon. Can you come? Nell.” 

Janice’s thoughts raced madly. Here was 
the opportunity to renew her friendship with 
the three girls. Then she thought of her 
promise to go home with Wanda and Nora. 
It would be easy enough to cancel that, and 
they would understand. Janice tore off a piece 
of notebook paper and began writing. She 
had made her mind up quickly, and her pen- 
cil raced across the lines in a simple message. 

Janice folded the paper, wrote “Nell” on 
the outside, and passed it across the aisle. The 
words of the note repeated themselves in her 
mind as she saw Nell reading them. “Sorry. I 
promised to go home with Wanda and Nora 
today. Janice.” 

Nell looked up from the note in surprise, 
then passed it in turn to Beatrice and Lana, 
both of whom shrugged their surprise. They 
weren't smiling at Janice now, but somehow 
it did not seem to matter any more. She had 
found two real friends, and that was much 
more important. 





ANIMAL FEET 


Do not read this until you have tried your 
skill on the puzzle on the back page. Then 
check your answers here: Tapir, 1; Llama, 3; 
Sloth, 5; Lion, 8; Anteater, 11; Camel, 18; 
Deer, 15; Bear, 12; Beaver, 9; Caribou, 7; 
Hippopotamus, 4; Mole, 2; Wolf, 17; Hog, 
14; Horse, 10; Elephant, 6; Cow, 13; Giraffe, 
16. How many did you get right? 
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a YES, OUR NEWEST AND MOST FASCINATING HOME GAME 
—FUN FOR ALL AGES. 


Educational and recreational. 


Large 14” x 221%” playing doard. 


of ancient Israel in May be played by any number 


“EGYPT to CANAAN” ie epee 


recreational situations. 


VEL A 
FOLLOW THE THRILLING = OVENTURES 


— 


HOME FUN PACKET 


Consisting of eight fascinating family games 


Order <Srom YOUR BOOK and BIBLE HOUSE 


MARCH 26, 1958 / 23 





ANIMAL FEET By Harry Baerg 


Here’s a test that is a real challenge! The pictures show a front foot and a back foot of eighteen 
animals. The animals are named below. You are to put the number with the right name. A score of 
10 out of the eighteen is good, 15 excellent. And if you get all 18, you really know your animals. 


PE css i wun} Hippopotamus, . ; Wolf, ye A 
Elephant. ...........; Cow, ; Giraffe, ; Beaver, Correct answers are on page 22. 
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